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and rasped in a voice whose colour might be
described as cracked walnut, cNo business of
mine of course.   Secretary's fault and that
sort of thing.   But anyhow we're on the job
too.   May as well be comfortable as not,
what?   Have  a  cigar?3   In  the  train  the
secretaries sat like gentlemen's gentlemen in
a small back cabin.   The heroes sat in the
main coach with the Coronas on the table
and the plans all scattered with ash.   Sir
Frederick  Donaldson,   head   of Woolwich
Arsenal, was there, brought down to discuss
production with the engineers of Manchester.
Looking through the glass door one observed
Sir Percy's face redly and menacingly near
to the cool indifference of Sir Frederick's.
He kept thrusting at him with his forefinger.
Presently Sir Frederick, tired either of being
prodded or stimulated, retired sulkily to a
distant chair.   Sir Percy wrote continuously
with that slow painstaking movement of a
boy in his Lower Third.   The words, how-
ever, that he had scrawled heavily at the
top of his first sheet were 'National Factories'.
Sir Frederick had fallen asleep in his chair,
but Sir Percy never ceased his labours till
the train reached Manchester.   Sir Frederick
woke with a jerk, and looked round dazed, as
though he had mislaid something.   He had.
It was Woolwich Arsenal, and Sir Percy had
annexed it while he slept.
The crowd had, as it were5 sobbed itself
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